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I had forgotten myself; but you see I am much better
to-day. My pains are gone off, and I rose to-day at noon,
after keeping my bed three days. Sufferings have taught
me to estimate their absence at the rate of health and
happiness.

Thank you for the poem to Mrs. Montagu on Shakespeare,
which your nephew brought me. I do not admire the
poetry, though in Italian, which methinks it is difficult to
prevent from sounding poetical; but I like much the
author's just attack on Voltaire for having pillaged Shake^
speare, at whom, he died railing.

29th.

If one meteor is re-illuminated, another is extinct. Lord
Lyttelton is dead suddenly. Suddenly in this country is
always at first construed to mean l>y a pistol. But it is not
known yet whether Mars or Venus supplied the ammunition ;
and I may not bq very accurate in dates, though they lie
within the compass of three days. He had on Thursday
made a violent speech against the administration, under
which he held the post of Justice in Eyre; but this was not
new: he was apt to go point-blank into all extremes without
any parenthesis or decency, nor ever boggled at contradicting
his own words. The story given out is, that he looked ill,
and had said he should not live three days; that, however,
he had gone to his house at Epsom that night, or next day,
with a caravan of nymphs; and on Saturday night had
retired before supper to take rhubarb, returned, supped
heartily, went into the next room again, and died in an
instant. I should have said more perhaps on Lord Lyttelton,
but was interrupted, and told a fresh event that will stifle
the other. Charles Fox has been slightly wounded in the
side this morning in a duel. Adam, a Scot, and nephew of
the architect's, a man of a very suspicious character, has for
two or three years distinguished himself by absurd speeches,
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